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THE GAY GONDOLIER. 


is Ever ready to lend a helping hand, whether it is required or not, Poor Papa has, in spite of vigorous protest on the part of the manayement, taken 
Venice in London at Olympia under his especial patronage, with, of course, disastrous consequences. Always a daily visitor to the show, Papa, generally with 
the Twins, spends most of his time in Gondoling about ina vessel of his own construction, and, needless to say, creates a tremendous sensation. Yet, for all 
this, somehow or another, Papa is not quite a success as a Gondolier, and it is a remarkable thing that we hear of so few deaths from drowning.”—Toortsie. 


“T INTEND,” wrote that “arch villain,’ James Batson, 
| born in the first year of King James I., “to leave off my 
| foolish pranks, and, as 1 have spent my juvenile years and 

money in keeping company, I hope to dnd some fools as 
| bad as myself, who delight in throwing away their estates 
and impairing their health.” 

To crowd the story of this man, who was three times sen- 
tenced to death, twice reprieved, and the third time justly 
hanged, into one article, would be inadvisable, so Vart 1. 

| is here reproduced in Batson's own words, or near as modern 
notions of propriety will admit of :-— 

“My erandrainer” says he, “had the good fortune to 
| marry a woman well skilled in vaulting and rope dancing, 
' he himself keeping a puppet shew in Moorfields, and it was 

reckon'd the curiousest that ever had been seen. All the 
' apple women, hawkers, and fish women were so charmed 

with his wit, that they would run to hear him without 

leaving any guard upon their goods but their straw hats, 


Nad A \ “My father was a painter and a gamester, his paintings 

F | ; ce would hardly rise as high asa sign-post, and his sleight of 

don't YW Lf) hand at play was of such an ancient date that it would 

toe 3 ' hardly pass upon the mob. He had one misfortune—his 

= ; Laat ‘ being born a gentleman, which is as bad as a poet, few of 
1. The artistic effect of “ Charles I. saying farewell 2. “ The Dieorce of Josephine,” too, might have gained 3. “ Execution of Lady Jane Grey” would, doubtless, whom escape eternal poverty, or are above perpetual want 

— 0 his Children” was somewhat marred by the fact something, had not the gentleman selected to imper- have been remarkable for its dramatic intensity, had “My moter died ‘aad: seen theteark eee ant ae 


that th sonate b br ns i 1 sisted ri 4 
Shs Rabapey Socarch: had wore AE RAE cSt soins le pat cagerel Dees eee ei” ted mince cule eile caeeaning Geocnacn dispatched to school, where my tricks upon my master and 


and brushed @ la Shipwright. tix foot frame and a big moustache. Whilst the— broad gauge smile, wholly unbefitting the occasion. 


20 


my companions were so numerous I obtained the name of Little 
Judas, and was at last dis:nixsed with as much solemnity as if it 
had been by beat of drum. My father, after currying my hide very 
well, carried me toa friend of his, who was a barber, to be bound 
apprentice. 

“The third day my meter, having just given mea small note to 

receive, thers came into tuc shop a Bully Ruffian, with a pair of 
whisker that covercd his face. Ile told my master he would have 
his whiskers turned up. My master bid me light the fire and heat 
the irons ; but, just as my master had turned up one wuisker, there 
happened to be a quarrel in the street, and he, being always a busy 
man, Inust needs step out to see what was the matter, leaving the 
stern bravo with one whisker hanging down and the other 
turned up. ; 
_ “The scuffle lasting long,ana my master staying to see the end of 
it, the furioua kill-crow never ceased swearing and cursing. He 
asked me whether | understood my trade, and | boldly answered | 
did. ‘Then,’ says he, ‘turn up this whisker for me, or I shall gu 
out into the street and kill your master.’ 1 was unwilling to t 
found ina lie, and, thinking it no hard matter, took up one of the 
irons that had been heating ever since the first alarm of the fray. 
and, having nothing to try it on, but desiring to be thought expe- 
ditions, I stuck a comb iuto his bristly bush and clapped the iron 
o it, 

“A smoke arose with a whizzing noise, and all the hair vanished. 
He let fly such a bang at me that [ conld not avoid, in the fright, 
laying the hot iron close along his check and cauterizing one sidv 
of his face. This made him give a shriek that shook the very 
house, and at the same time he drew his sword, but I got so nimbly 
into the street and so swiftly scoured out of that part of the town. 
that I was amazed when | found myself a mile from home with 
the iron in my hand, and Spark's whisker sticking to it. As good 
luck would have it, | was near the person who was to pay the note 
my master gave me, but thought fit to apply it to my own use, not 
daring to return home again.” 

His father dying and leavin 


i him his sole heir, he sold up the 

goods, turned his sisters out of doors,and “led a merry life,” which 

ended by his being innocently mixed up in a burglary, but for 

which, as the associate of thieves, he was tried and sentenced to 

on, but, after an imprisonment of two months, received a full 
on, 


* * . . * ° 
“Wait a bit,” said Alexandry ; “the thrilling part is to come.” 
( Next week, “ Born to be Hangon.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
=e 
25° coe wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Thank you for potato, JERRY; It's a really wondrous shape. 
Glad to hear, JEM, “ SLOPER”'s got so Many oeiars at the On 
We've your letter, A WELL-WISHER, And would greatly like to 
know The eract amount of money You've invested inthe Co, As 
to Ayre Cellier's portrait, More than SLOPER none regret That it 
should have been inserted, But we trust that you will let All your 
indignation vanish. Oura logy next week Showed it o not 
be avoided. Nonsense, JESS, it's like your cheek! Thank you, 
PHIL, for chatty letter; Any time you like tocall And ing, the 
pictures we will Gladly let you see themall. You did not inclosr 
a stamp, TIM, And your sketch has been destroyed; Had you fol- 
lowed out our rules, you Would not have been thus annoyed. Never 
mind the sixpence, ARTHUR ; Send it tothe “ Poor Appeal,” Don't 
you think that it's a matter Of opinion, GERALD NEIL? Thanks 
for cutting, EDWARD BOUCHER; Glad the concert proved a go, 
Vo, we never had it, B.S. Sorry, PyM, we do not Knvw. You're 
mistaken, COOK, they're not Allowed upon the quarier-deck, We 
shall be delighter, JOE, And anxiously await pages, oe We will 
tell the authur, HAROLD, Of your admiration deep. You have got 
a bargain, CLIPPER; They were wonderfully cheap, 

—— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World. 


Forwarded to an rt of the United Kingdom, Conti: Janadi 
and Unite States of America, pocbiriaial ee 
3 Menthe, 16. 8d.: 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6e. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
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on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQUE. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railings Servants on duty exce, ted), who shall pote to meet | 
with his er her death in a Railway Accident, in ‘any part of | 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current tissue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at 
thetime of the Accident. “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY" is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ang at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 

—_——— 
~ It is not often that the good old Only Man turns upat our oftice. 
He has been doin the late and early smoker and the variegated three- 
penn‘orth pretty freely lately. His boko is swollen more than 
usual; he is also more rubicund. Still, they must have been a | 
little on at our seep when the clerk mistook it forthe bright red 
cover of the “ London Directory," and pulled him half round the 
room to get a look at the name of the latest pantomime tart in the 
Court guide, oe 

* 


* “HALLo, Mr. Smith,” exclaimed Jones, “taking baby out for a 
walk?" “ Yes,” returned Smith; “I’m taking him down to the 
phop to give hima weigh.” “Oh, the—er—well, I don't want him, 
thanks, I’ve got three of my own.” 


. 
FLO and Gus upon the mere 
_ Were, oh! 80 sweetly gliding ; 
Up their legs went in the air; 
Their heads went in for sliding. 


s 
“1 SEE in this paper,” said Spitfer, “that some fellow down in 
the West of England sold his wite fora pot of beer.” “ Humph ili 
grunted Spoffer, “I wonder who had the best of the bargain?” “I 
should say the wife had.” + 


ScENE—The Study of a Lady Journalist. 

L.J. (writing). On no account ever speak crossly to your 
children. (Zommy, come away from those vases.) The mother who 
raises her voice (Zommy, do you hear me?) or shows any sign 
of temper (Leave them alone this minute!) when reproving her 
little ones (J'll give you such a caning in a minute, you little 
good-for-nothing, you!) is i to lose all authority over them. 
(Now you've broken them, I knew you would do it: you dis- 
obedient, good-for-nothing, little torment. I'll teach you ta do 
crhot Itell you, Whack! whack!! whack!!!) [Left whaching. 
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“Tio, 
into me 
yer!” 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 404.—The “ Electrical Exhibition ” Costume. 


v'nor! Wot are yer slippin’ 
I ain't done nothin’ to 


or? 


} Lady (with severe cold) sings:— 
“Oh, cub with be ad be by ‘ dove.’” 
[Thank you kindly, but we'd 

rather not, 


Fair One. Oabinets ! 
photographer’s, not a furnitare dealer's. 


Our 


« 


Photographer. Walk this way, ladies! Cabinets, I suppose ? 
No, we want our portraits taken. I tool this for a 


In looks, in manners and in talk, 
friend 


reminds one of a hawk, 


BAe 


“ Adversity tries us all.” “That wornt 
the cove that give me six months.” 


artistic. 


| he had a turn on at tho Pretty Pet Theatre of Varieties, and he was 
| behind the scenes. 


| bell. She shrieked her loudest, and yet that man was so bad as to 
| think that those musical upper Cs and a half were, after all, the 


(Saturday, January 25, 1892, 


HE wns a very coarse and common looking man, and he was 
engaged in putting in some wood blocks where the road had been 
pulled up for water or gas or electric light or telephone or drains 
or telegraph, or something, and our cynic spoke unto him thus: 
“Why take so much trouble, my good man, when you know it will 
have to come up again next week /” “ That's just the reason, sir,” 
replied the man, “the neater at it down now, the longer job it 
will be to pull it up again, and 1’m paid by the hour !”’ and then 
he winked the other optic. *° 


THE modern ‘bus conductor is a serpent-wise gonoph there's no 
doubt about. He can always spot the reed 3 masher without 
ever having looked at him. But how is that? Why, the sharp 
General O. man twigs the straw on the foot of loveliness ns it gets 
out. Don't you see there must have been a bloke who was there 
who sat with his feet on the straw and open Pee them on the top of 
her delicate tootsies, and so left the mark of his wickedness, 


. 
TRIXIE loves in mud and slush 
The chance to s!.ow neat ankles ; 
But to girls with thicker ones 
The thought is one that rankles. 


Trixie wears twelve button spate, 
And bottines of the finest ; 

Her swirl of skirts, those jealous eats, 
The girls, think the unkindest. 


* 

THE simple chorus girl, with the fresh, rosy cheeks of exuberant 
health,and those golden locks, like the glinting of the sunrise on 
the white seagull's wings, even she has her pride. They are giving 
the nurses orders for merit, and their pictures are sent to the 
Princess. Why should not we in the profession have some order 
of the sort?) And when that young man suggested the order fur 
port wine and seedy biscuit, he was cut short at Short’s, where the 
shortest is the sweetest. +6 


First Young Counter Jumper, Alderman Jones is a fine looking 
chap, ain't he? 
‘cond Young Counter Jumper. Yaas—er—but—er—anyone can 
see that he’s been in business, don't you know. 
ss 


* 

“I'm sure that girl's hard up,” said Tottie Goodenough. “ How 
do you know?” “Why, there are always two distinct notes in the 
rustle of her petticoat.” “Well, what of that?" “Why, don’t you 
see, it's a mended one. There must be two distinct sorts of stufi 
to make two distinct notes.” And yet we say the artiste is never 
ss 

s 


THERE are some genuinely economical creatures about this bally 
world even now. e do admire that man who used up his mother- 
in-lnw's old false teeth to inake mouse traps with, and baited 'em 
with cheese rind. Then as to what with the gold that was left? 
Why, he used it to plate up his wife's jacket buttons with to palm 
‘em off as Hanover Jacks. oe 


ScENE—Old Men's Ward in the Workhouse, 

Enter Master. To day being a special one, those among you who 
are married will be allowed to spend the evening with their wives. 

Elderly Pauper. Well, I'm blowed if that ain't too bad, to go 
and spoil a chap's evening's amoozement in that way ! 

es 
s 

“WHo's—er—that f'ler over thare, Chappie?" interrogated De 
Masher. “That's Goaler, the famous football man,” replied his 
friend. “Fine-looking bounder, isn’t he?” “Hum! ha! yaus, 
but awf'ly masculine, don’t you think dd 


s 
‘Twas the Sabbath, and Jack and Bill did talk, 
Meandering round the houses for a walk. 
What makes tiem start, and for a “ public” run? 
They hear the church clock strike the hour of one. 


* 

“ Wuat did you put your handkerchief up for, you rude fellow?” 
said Lardi Longsox, who has just kissed him, “ To wipe my kiss 
away?” “No, my dear girl!” replied the mash, “to wrap it up 
and keep.” And considering that he ig off about half an 
ounce of ip salve, flake white, Poudre de Riz, and Heaven knows 
what else, he wasn't so far wrong. 

ss 
s 

ANSWER TO CORRESPONDENT.— Constant Reader.—Yee, there ir 
alittie trouble sometimes to distinguish the waiter from the gues: 
at an evening party. One thing to remember is that a waiter never 
hurries, while a guest sometimes has to, if he’s late for supper. 
Another point is that the waiter's tie is always properly tied, which 
cannot be said of the guest's. It isn't a bad idea, when in doubt, to 
exclaim, “I say,” and jingle a little loose change in your pocket, 
But perhaps the best test is the feet. You can never mistake « 
waiter's feet. 


First Enthusiastic Youth. 1 say, there's Smith down the other 
end of the street! Let's run? (7hey run.) 

Second Enthusiastic Youth, What! that fellow Smith? 

First Enthusiastic Youth. Yes; Smith the Member of Parlia- 


ment. 
Second Enthusiastic Youth (disgustedly). Poof! I thought yon 
meant Smith the fighting man. ee 


* 

“ Has McGooeeley been in here lately?" asked a customer. “ Yes," 
said the landlord; “he was in here last night, and made such a 
nuisance of himself that I had to give him a gentle hint.” “What 
did you say?” inquired the customer. “I threw him out into the 
road” *\° 


HE was an excellent little creature and a bellringer by trade,and 


And then a most awful shriek arose, He had 
taken Tootsie’s sweet rounded arm for the handle of his big tenor 


ringing of the bells of Llangothlen, The ghost didn't walk that 
week, and the order of the chuck prevailed freely. 


* 
WHEN John the plumber reached his home 
He found the pipes had busted— 
While he'd been ramping other folks’ 
His own pipes had quite rusted ; 
But bravely starting on the job, 
To cure the fault and end it, 
He charged himself some fifteen bob 
More than its worth to mend it. 


THERE is no doubt about such a thing as tobacco poisoning. 
That was a very sad case over nt Camberwell the other day. He 
was an inveterate smoker, and he had sat up late in his office, hard 
at work, blowing strong shag as he had done for a year or two, and 
he had forgotten his latchkey. And when he got home, he shouted 
through the keyhole, “ Maria, wake up!” and the nicotian fumes 
from that man were so strong they wandered up the staircase and 
caused that poor woman to wake, and she sneezed so violently that 
she swallowed her false teeth, and there was a coroner's inquest two 
days afterwards, There's no knowing what the Virginian weed 
can do. *\* 


WE are not all as temperate as we might be, and that youth who, 
when he was out in the back garden picking the snails off the 
garden wall, thought he was busily engaged in buttoning up hie 
waistcoat, must have been rather bad ; and when he went on trying 
to clean his teeth with a clothes’ pin, under the impression that it 
was the patent silver mounted vulcanite tooth-brush, he was wors6 
still. But he has taken the pledge now—at the Icaving shop. 


rant 
eon 
ving 

the 
rider 
> for 
» the 


king 


can 


Tow 
the 

you 
tuft 
ever 


mally 
her- 
‘em 
eft? 
min 


who 
ives, 
0 go 


| De 
his 
Mile, 


v2" 
kiss 
- up 
An 
ows 


re is 
less 
ever 
per. 
hich 
trie 
ket, 


LE at 
ther 


rlia- 


you 


ea 
hoa 
hat 

the 


and 
was 
had 
ner 
&§ tO 
the 
shat 


Caturaay, January 23, 1892.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE GRAND. 


—~ 


Do they ever have auythiug but a crowded house at the Grand ? 
| never remember one at all empty, aud certainly this hoiiday-time 
there seems to be little 
chance of such an event, 
for Geoffrey Thoru’s pauto- 
mime promises tv be one 
of the biggest successes on 
record at the great lsling- 
ton theatre, 

The title of G. T.’s last 
production is Whittington 
and his Cat, written up to 
Dick; vr, Harlequin Fairy 
ss and erry Bow 

ells, It opens,as it ought 
to do, with a dark scene, 
not so dark, though, as 
opening scenes used to be 
in the k Snook's time, 
when they were sometimes 
so dark you could see 
nothing ; but it is just 
gloomy enough, and re- 
presents the subterranean 
abode of King Rat below 
Bow Church, Cheapside. 
To the monarchical rodent 
enters the Good Fairy, 
who, as per usual, expregses 
her intention of thwarting 
him in his wicked machiu- 
ations and L goraeciey her 
young friend Whittington, 
Otherwise Millie Hylton, 
who is certainly Dick up to 
dick now she has happily recovered from her recent illness. 

The next scene is the old Chepe and exterior of Fitzwarren's 
house—a clever piece of painting. Here there area pretty dance 
and a chorus of school children. Then we have a bustling kitchen 
scene, then the expulsion of Dick from the Alderman’s abode 
for making love to his daughter Alice, and then Highgate Hill in 
the oldeu time, with a view of London as it used to be before the 
institution of fogs. Here Dick and his cat take forty winks whilst 
1 ballet of butterflies frisk merrily aud fairies sing “Turn again,” 
and Dick turns accordingly. 

We come then to the Swan Wharf, with a view of old London 
Bridge, and here Dick embarks on the good ship Alice for foreign 
parts. The good ship Alice is wrecked on the coast of Barbary, 
which happens to be infested with rats; but Dick's cat soon settles 
them, and then he and the King and the King's daughter start for 
England, and arrive in time for the Lord Mayor's Show, in which 
there is a very effective and most cleverly devised procession, that 
brings duwn thunders of SEvisas. 

Next comes the Justice Room at the Mansion House, wherein a 
good deal of fun is 
obtained on old 
and new lines, and 
then follows the 
transformation 
scene, which is 
called, The Home 
of a Weree 
Nymphs in the 

4 ity Dell of 
Pearly Rills, all 
ablaze with charm. 
ing colours, and 
dotted vver with 
sweetstuff. 

They havea cap- 
ital company at 
the Grand. In the 
first place, Millie 
Hylton, as_ Dick, 
who is the lifeand 
soul of the piece; 
then Lottie Col- 


The Cat: 


Dick Whittington : 
HayYuv. 


MILLIE HYLTON, 


lins, with her won- 
derful son of 
“Ta-ra-ra-Bomb- 
allez!” which, | 
presume, is the 
way it ought to be 
spelt, but am not 
toocertain, Lottie is immense, Harry Randall, too, has several most 
effective songs, aud his business could not be surpassed. Arthur 
Alexander, a3 the Alderman’s cook, who rejoices in the poetical 
cognomen of Geraldine G grease, dances in a marvellous man- 
ner. He and Harry Randall are splendid pantomimists. Lonnen 
Meadows scores well as the Alderman ; and Al!nutt, appropriately 
named Muttonhead, gets a lot of fun outof his policeman business. 
Frank Backus, as the sable monarch, Ali Mungo, is very good ; aud 
Hayho, as Dick's cat, is great. 

As Lord Lollipop, Daisy Hughes is all the masher; and Lottie 
Wilmot is a dainty Dolly. Grace Leslie is a charming Fatina ; aud 
Kate Abrahams, as Muchbad, shows to great advantage. 

I must not either pass over Bennett's Lambkin or Charles Carte’s 
Captain Tarboy, both good performances. As King Rat, J. M. 
Jones plays extremely well; and Mary Glover, as the Good Fairy, 
is very nice, Polly Batchelor's Ruby Troupe of Dancers are a 
great attraction, The ey is excellent; and when I say that 
the dresses are from desigus by those excellent artists, Chasemore 
and Wilhelm, that means they are quite the right thing. 


Alice Fitzwarren: LOTTIE COLLINS, 


Alderman Fitzwarren: 
LONNEN MEADOWS, 


Geraldine Gooserrease: 
ARTHUR ALEXANDER. 


My old friend Paul Valentine has arranged the ballets with his 
Nsnal cleverness, And now all | have toadd is—go, and go quickly 
to sve the show at the Grand. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


WHO'D HA’ THOUGHT IT? 

WHAT time, before an wudieuce vast, 
Appears upon the platform 

A uiin with features gaunt and ghast, 
Aud an avything but fat form— 

A careworo cuss with lautern jaws, 
A fussilized old fogie 

Whose sugly aspect well mizht cause 
The kids to call him “ Bogie "— 

Who looks as if (inured to woe 
And steeped in grief abysmal) 

He ne‘er had smiled since, long ago, 
He left the font baptismal : 

At such a time, it's rich—it's prime— 
To heur that audience bellow 

With might and main, iu tuveful strain, 
That * He's a jolly good fellow!” 


——_— 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLOPER, Es, F.0.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged, and generally knocked about.) 
CHAPTER XXX, 
QUEEN ANNE. 1702 TO 1714. 

QUEEN ANNE, commonly called Good Queen Nance (there is 
such athing as good Nantz brandy—of course, there was no con- 
nection between the two). 

The reign of Queen Anne is sometimes called the Auzustun age 
of English literature. This is the Sir Augustus Harris-Augustan age. 

William I1J. left Anne the legacy of a nice war with the Freuch, 

for in his latter days, when he lost his wife, good Queen Mary— 
who was decidedly a trifle too good for him—he got crusty like. 
_ Queen Anne was the sister of Queen Mary, She didn't much 
inherit her tastes, for Queen Mary was good tempered by nature. 
Queen Anne, because she was too sleepy to get into a e, pre- 
ferred getting into a Sedan chairand being quietly carted off when 
a row was brewing. This made things good for her husband, any- 
how, It'sa pity that there ain't more wives nowadays to go to 
sleep to save a rumpus. 

In the reign of Queen Anne lived the great Duke of Marlborough. 
He was one of the greatest generals who ever lived, but he loved 
to rob Tommy Atkins whenever he got the chance. 

One of bis Quartermasters was George Sloper. Before starting 
on his great campaign, Marlborough called in the services of Sloper 
very considerably. 

On the morning of the great battle of Blenheim, which was 
fought on June 28th, 1704, Marlborough called George Sloper 
before his assembled generals, and said,“ Are you quite sure that 
we've done a good deal in buying upall the Hampstead Heath and 
Epping Forest Jerusalem ponies we've had made into pea soup for 
the British soldier? And, Sloper, you're quite certain that you've 
carefully sanded all the sugar, aud the beer has been well 
liquoriced, for I must make a bit out of this heroic jub?” 

Sloper almost shed tears as he replied, “I've done all this, and 
have even taken care that a few Hanover Jacks have found their 
way out of the officers’ pay.” 

hen Marlborough drew his sword, and cried, “I thank thee, 
Sloper ; now let the bally old battle begin.” 

Still Marlborough, though he possessed Sloperian instincts, was 
by no means a bad general. The French were going, according to 
their own account, to lick him easily. 

They didn’t ; he wopped them into’smithereens, chopped up into 
small pieces. 

Sloper, no doubt, greatly distinguished himself in the battle. 
Chey didn’t tind him on the field of death, with all his wounds in 
front. The impression of the toe ofa French jack boot was found 
on his cuirass—the cuirass is still kept in the Sloper Family, For 
years they used it as a meat screen—when they had anything to 
cook, hen it got worn out into holes it was jerked ina chestnut 
baking show. 

Another battle fought by Marlborough was that of Ramilies, in 
Belgium, Then again be licked the French. Sloper, however, got 
out of favour with the great general because he failed to find an 
extra tap of cheap brown paper to pack the soldiers’ boots with, 

The battles of odesarde and Malplaquet—the last winding u 
the wars—were fought in this reign, The Duchess of Marlboroug 
had great influence over the Queen. Yet she, like most Court 
favourites, ventured too far. She took liberties. She took the 
Queen's regular “ SLOPER” and painted all pictures in colour with- 
out asking her leave. 

Then she got the Order of the Boot from Court—or, p’r’aps, the 
Slipper! Queen Anne died in 1714. 

She was a fair-average-every-day-goodish sort of Queen. Her 
statue now stands in St. Paul’s Churchyard. It doesn’t stand drinks, 
though, It has recently been done up, as, doubtless, is the reader, 
who heard quite enough about her. 

Sena 


PROFESSIONAL FRIENDS. 
No. 9.—THE DENTIST. 


To visit Molar is a treat ; 
I really do not think you can 

Find such a winsome, such a sweet, 
And such a very pleasant man, 

E’en though you search each square and street, 
Where dwell the surgeon-dental clan. 


Mark how he tries with gentle guile 

In conversation to engage us, 
And babbles on of fields that smile 

On rippling brooks and groves umbrageous, 
Neatly arranging all the while 

A score of implements outrageous. 


While there in velvet chair so snug 

You lie, not reeking of your doom, 
Hey, Presto! he begins to tug, 

And drags you round and round the room ; 
Tug after tug ; a last long lng, 

Aud then the silence of the tomb. 


But, still, although your head he splits, 
And is devoid of any skill, 

And pulls your jawbone into bits 
And sends you in a heavy bill, 

And altogether gives you “ fits,” ; 
With all his fauits, you love bim still. 


SAY ‘GOOD-BYE.” 

“Tv must not—shall not—end thus,” exclaimed Ponsonby W. de 
Podnunk, as he still held the fair girl's hands inn Londun Reader 
ewbrace, and gazed ever so pleadingly into her deep, liquid eyes. 

“It must, absolutely,” replied fair Gertie Goit, more firmly than 
she had spoken all the evening. : 

“But you are leaving me without one word of hope, without one 
promise or one loving look, one kiss upon your soft, white hand, 
one—” 

“Oh! give over! give over!” entreated the sweet creature as, 
aul wrestling with the strong young man, she heard her port stay- 
ace go, 

“You are crewil—crewil! You have ceased to care for me.” 

“T haven't. I’m just as fond of you as when you went and begged 
those hairpins for me—only you must let me go.” 

“Why—why?) Why may | not kiss you ouce more farewell?" 

“Why, 'cause vour kisses are so burnin’. I shall get home all 
covered with red marks like flea bites, and pa'll want to know 
whether the party was held in a henhouse or a collie’s kennel. ’Ave 
one more and give over.” 

A sound, as of a Gargantuan “sucker” being torn from a wet 
stone, rent the air, It was Ponsonby's “ one more” prior to“ givin’ 
over "--for that night, at all events. 


| and this —this 


| ing fool—wa cursed 


——>— 


Boru urea deathly white—the man with passion, the woman 
with fear, 


“1 cannot do it,” she says, tremblingly. “Please, please don't 
ask me. Heaven ; : : 
knows I have =I 1: ’ 
sinued deeply : ~y2: ~ 


enough already, 


would be too 
much.” 
“You're a whin- 


hypocrite, aud, by 
G—! you shall 
do it!" 

“T tell you I will 
not, and you cav- 
not make me! The 

risare not even 

is: they belong 

to the tirm he 

travels for, and 

their loss would 
mean his ruin!” 

“Do you think I 
care whose they 
are for the present, 
so long as they are 
ours io the future? 
I tell you, Marie, 
I will have them, 
and you me gts nae 
me to them, Cy) am 
would not refuse eet 
you admittance tu his room, and admitting you, would not suspect 
you. I could follow, and—well, the rest would be easy enough.” 

“Do you mean to say you would use force?” 

“Not exactly ; but | -would use chloroform, which is better.” 

The woman is silent for awhile. Preseutly, drawing herself up 
before her husband, she ite with more determination than before, 
“1 will not assist you in this business ; and, more than that, I will 
give rs to the man if you mean to attempt the robbery by 
yourself, 

Mike Ralston loses all self-control. He is only a brute at heart, 
and uo human feeling is at haud to modify his passion and check 
the knife which goes swiftly to the woman’s breast. 

Fearing Mrs. Ralston’s screams may have attracted some of the 
other tenants of the mansions, the murderer, in his retreat, avoids 
the principal staircase and sneaks down a rarely used flight, which 
takes him out into the street by a side door, 

As he crosses over to the shadow of a high wall, which faces the 
front of the building he has just left, Mike sees there is a man 
waiting to be let 
in at the door 
he had feared 
to de id how 
etiring deeper 
into ihe Asal 
dow, the mur- 
derer strains 
his eyes with 
a view of dis- 
covering who 
the visitor is. 
The door opens 
soon, and, by 
the light that is 
in the hall, 
Mike recog: 
nizes the feat- 
ures of the man 
he has been 
piunning torob, 

Ralston 
smiles, “He 


ny 
oes = 3 ols Wy could not have 
\j - by / 27 “come at a more 


convenient 
y moment,” is his 

remark, ashe 

iights a cigar- 

ette and, per- 

fectly at ease 

with himself, 
strolls carelessly across the road to the mansions. 

Letting himself in with a key, he walks hurriedly along the hall 
and up the stairs. Geoffrey Lennard, the jeweller, with a pale, 
scared face, is standing in the entrance of the fearful room, 

“Your wife!” he gasps to Ralston, “your wife!” 

The other affects to be puzzled at Geoffrey's words, and walks 
into the room inquiringly. 

“My God!” he exclaims, running out again and ringing for the 
servants, “someone has murdered her!" 

“Is she dead?” asked Lennard, quietly. 

“T don't know, | did not go near her, thongh she looked it.” 

“ But there's blood upon yourright hand. How came that there?” 

“T don't know.” 

“Then T must ask you to rest with me.” 

But Ralston, secing his blunder, is down the stairs like lightuing 
and out into the street again, He is not too ca, 7 of escape ; but 
a means of gaining time for meditation enters his mind as he runs 
in the direction of the West, and he resolves to take ndvantage of 
it. There isa public fancy ball being given ata certain theatre, 
where tickets 
can be pur- 
chased and cos- 
tumes and dom- 
inos hired at the 
doors. « # 

Among the 
dancers that 
night, none 
sported them- 
selves more 
enthusiastically 
than the tall 
man in the black 
domino, who 
arrived late. 
Everyone re- 
marked it. 
Flossie Fitz- 
Flounder said 
she believed he 
was off his head. 
Flossie was not 
far out, either, 
for Ralston had 
turned maniac. 
When, next 
morning, the 
other dancers 
read of his arrest 
not many yards 
distant from : ne. 
the theatre, they agreed with Miss FitzFlounder in her opinion of 
the man who danced more wildly and langhed more loudly than 
the rest, and sang at times of priceless pearls, aud at times, too, 
jabbered of dead women and the devil. 


rd | é y [rd 
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The Black Domino, 


Arrested. 


(Saturday, January 23, 1892, 


MUTUAL OBLIGATIONS. 


“Charity performauces are hor. 
POOR sTuBBS. apie a ee : dl. I had no souner appeared 
“There, there, be a good little boy and fay the F ( Poor Bifkins is just beginning to learn, and is having some frightful struggles than the audience began yelling 
| dressmaker's hill withont grumbling, and his little “Dear Mr. Stubbs, to think we should ‘meet again, and this is to keep himself right end up.) out for a hornpipe."—£ztract Jrum 
witey pifey will give him a kiss for supper to-night. Leap Year, too!” She, Is that what they call fancy skating, George? Letter of Young Lady. 
i 


%e® Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from” those 


of her friends whose portraits have mot yet been inicried: DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—R. L. STEVENSON, Esq. 
TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


ad 
CREA 


At a lonely in ; you find this treasure?’ said I. 
dressed in the st ‘And that is?’ ‘Halves!’ * 


‘but come, daylight 
—#L(3), 


of Mr. R. L. Stevenso he. | 
he, “ but to proceed. 
No. 218.—Miss LOvIE CHALWERS. sited by the buc ptain——” 


1d Corpse | 

“Sho fil.s my heart with love and admiration."— Zhe Dook Snook. Mo siack be ee | 

“ Daily I worship at the shrine of Louie.” —Lord Bob, ment——(2). The next, he was measnring his | 

] “Try Low I may, I cannot win her love." © —The Hon. Billy. : py eae) teracne died Beas bo tie ed = | 


THE ELDER THAWED. 


(1). MeNab flies @ flag of distresa, (2), “ Dang me!" said Parritch, “the Elder's frozen dced ! ' (3). ©All knock the bally icicles aff him 
i 


A !" roared the Laird. as ha 
plauted bis blunderbuss against the Elder's diaphragm 


Saturday, January 23, 1892.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


In spite of the Influenza panic, and the vagaries of a heart-breaking climate, [am again upto | said, Was rescued Srom the river's bed :—The County Council sweep, I see, The snow from paths 
scratch, Ladies and Gentlemen, with the usual supply of good things for my patrons, bless 'emall! | and doorsteps, free :— For drunkenness a nurse was tried, Who had “an extra glass” imbibed :-—The 
My dish this week has been prepared with great care, and will, therefore, I hope, be appreciated | Yankees doctor, so they say, Their fruit in this unpleasant way :—The Paris cabmen, it would 
by all, Forward :— These wild fanatics, as we know, Were pelted by the mob with snow :—A lady | svem, On strike for quite a week have been :—Householders can now have the snow removed from 
Jair at burgling thought She'd take the cake, but soon gut caught :—This ancient relic, so "tis | the front of their premises free of charge. This is good biz——THE SLOVERIAN SHOWMAN, 


GOOD OLD MOTHER-IN-LAW! 


uy 


, CABBY KNOWS HIS FARE. 
Cabby. Gosh! ain't he lively! He do seem to ‘ave enjoyed his 
holidays. Wonder what he'll be up to next? Guess if I want to 


save a bit of my cab asa sort of relic I'd better hurry di: 
ludge him, / ead 


— 


“A PITY TO WASTE IT.” 
The charming sisters Crumby wasting their sweetness on the desert 
air. (Back elevation.) 


A, Bi im if | 


— 


—_. 


=. me | | | {i 
vl 
ENOUGH IS AS GOOD, etc. ; 


“ Here, waiter, I've not finished yet.” Charlie, T say, Bill, that’s my mother-in-law. Don't distnrb her. : WELCOME, LITTLE STRANGER! 
“I know you've not—that’s why I've taken it away.” ‘ Sil. Well, Chawlie, you always was a lucky cove, but this takes the cake! i Pater (to new born babe). Well, you are a stranger ! 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—~— 


THE effort which is being made to extend the four mile cab 
redius is one which should meet with both the approval und sup- 
port of everyoue 
residing beyond 
the boundary, to 
pass which, en- 
scouced in either 
hansom or “ grow- 
ler,” 1s to place one's 
self entirely at the 
mercy of the Jehu, 
a golden oppur- 
tunity of which 
that rightly abused 
individual is not 
slow to take advan- 
tage, Though your 
destination be but 
a hundred = yards 
beyond the radius, 
the fact is quite 
sufficient to justity 
cabby in demand 
ing his own pr.ce— 
% price which, un- 


lias been previously 
come to, is invar- 
iubly, as our legal 
brethren would say, 
“upon the higher 
scale.” In the present state of things the fare has the alternative 
of getting out when the radius is reached and walking the remain- 
der of the distance, a proceeding which could, of course, only be 
attempted when unaccompanied, and by one willing to brave the 
withering sarcasin aod naughty language of the infuriated cabman, 
which would undoubtedly be showered upon his devoted head, 


s 

UnpovubreDLy the best and most mirth-provoking puzzle in the 
nurket is the Sloper Puzzle, which has bewildered the peer and 
the peasant and turned grey the hair of half the crowned heads in 
lurope, As an amusement on a long railway journey, or sa 
the winter evenings, this clever invention is absolutely unrivalled, 
and no family should be without one. The price is three peuce, 
and they can be obtained of Mr. Geo. Godden, Tor Haydons Road, 
Wimbledon, or of the whole<ale agents, Messrs, James Wisbey & 

Co., of Bishopsgate Street Within, London, E.C, 


* 
WE have it upon the authority of Solomon, a man whose wisdom 

few will be prepared to dispute, that her hair is a woman's greatest 
glory. Undoubtedly the 

possession of beautiful locks 

adds greatly to the charm 

of a pretty woman, whilst 

it isin many cases the one 

thing which redeems a face 

from absolute — plainness. 

Much, of courze, depends 

upon the style of dressing, 

upen which too much care 

can hardly be bestowed. 

Fashions, even in hair 

dressing, it would appear. 

change rapidly, and ladies’ 

coiffurcs are becoming as 

fantastic as they weresimple 

afew months ago. This is 

Society intelligence, but we 

are enabled to present it to 

our fair readers without 

extra charge, a 


= 

THE O‘er-bungus-Grown 
Warbler has, after trying 
his high G, conferred the 
“Sloper Award of Merit” 
upon ALFRED Scott 
Gatty, because of his popu- 
lar = Plantation ong 8. 
“ Feyther,” burs: forth Alex- 
andry in a voice chock full 
of melody, “this is a case of 
Honour where Honour is Over due. Many’s the time and hoft when 
Heveliney and [ have sung ‘True till Death,’ until the great big salt 
tears have trickled down our chumps and made a kind of pond on 
the Droring Room Carp——" But before the last word had left his 
tuby lips “Spanks” were the order of the day at Mildew Court. 

J 
s 

THE frost, the snow and the biting winds which we have recently 
experienced have been hard enough to bear by those happily 
blessed with comfortable homes, good food and warm clothing ; 
but the havoc played among those less fortunate has been sad in- 
deed, and pitiful beyond expression were many of the tales of suf- 
fering told by many of the shivering creatures who came to cash 
their half-crown vouchers at the recent distributions of “Ally 
Sloper’s Christmas Appeal,” towards the funds of which ALLY 
once again earnestly begs his friends to contribute their pecuniary 
support. oe 

s 


Mr. Comyns Carr's play, Forgiveness, with which Mr. George 

Alexander has followed Lord Annerl y, at the St. James’ theatre, 

though abound- 

ing in strained 

sentiment, legal 

anomalies and 

exhausting in- 

stances of Quix- 

otic _self-sacri- 

fice, is, at the 

same time, full 

of a certain 

subtle charm, 

and will cer- 

ay fill the 

St. James’ for 

some consider- 

able time to 

come, To those 

who can over- 

look the inade- 

quacy of the 

motives which 

induce the 

hero to  pro- 

claim himself a 

deep-dyed 

scoundrel tothe 

fe who loves 

im, the play 

must power- 

fully appeal; 

and even for 

those who are unable to do this, there is much which is pathetic, 

much that is artistic, and much that is delightful. Mr. Carr is 

fortunate in having so capable an actress as Miss Marion Terry to 

interpret his delightfully sympathetic portrait of the lovable 

heroine. It is a beautiful piece of acting, and Miss Terry is ably 

supported by Mr. Alexander, upon whose finished performance it 
wuu d be hard to improve. 


ALLY SUOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE Mouldering Muddler and Family, necessitated an extraallow- 
ance of police, when, on the evening of Friday, the 8th inst., they 
crawled intu the Parkhurst Theatre, Holloway, in 
order to witness the grand pantomime of Rolinson 
Crusce; or, Harlequin Man Friday, of the Canni- 
hal Islands, The production, which was 
written, huvented, and _ produced 
under the management of Mr, William 
Walton, dues immense credit to that 

entleman, for a prettier or more 
aughable entertainment, it would be 
difticult to tind, whilst the extrava- 
gance with which it is mounted, 
absolutely astounded the dis- 
tinguished visitors,who finally 
left for Court Mildew, iu the 
family barouche and a high 
state of satisfaction, 
* 


cd 

By one of those unfortunate 
oversights, the frequency of 
which mark the rapid deter- 
joration of a once gigantic in- 
tellect, the Eminent forgot to 
call the attention of his rea- 
ders to the Christmas Number 
of “The Pelican,’ tne excellence of 


| which can be gauged by the fact that 
lessanarrangement | 


it went into a second edition, of which 
there are still a few copies waiting to 
enliven those sensible enough to order 
them, Pay 

* 


THE Mildewed Totterer and Family 
fairly knocked ‘em in the Old Kent 
Road on the 20th, on which date a New Year's Juvenile Party and 
Christmas Tree Distribution took place at the Conservative Club, 
of the neighbourhood immortalized by Albert Chevalier. About 
four hundred little guests, together with their respective parents, 
were present, upon each of whom the Mouldy One conferred his 
bleasing and a copy of the “ CHRIstMas HOLIDAYS.” 

ss 
s 

UP to the hour of going to press no satisfactory explanation of 
the ghostly and mysterious occurrences at Peterborough has been 
arrived at. ALLY'S opinion upon the subject of (Soar is not, 
perhaps, what might be expected from one with all his ex- 
perience of “spirits.” In fact, his only really sensible remark in 
connection with the Peterborough Ghost was to the effect that the 
unhappy phantom, from the persistency with which it endeavoured 
to appropriate the bedclothes, had evidently not been sufticiently 
naughty upon earth to warrant his being condemned to pasa his 
hereafter in the somewhat sultry climate which Dante would have 
us believe is peculiar to Hades. 

*s 
* 

THE correspondence upon “ Novels and Novelists,” which has 
recently appeared in our valued contemporary, Zhe Standard, 
has disclosed 
many interesting 
particulars and 
much that is 
amusing and in- 
structive. It 
would seem that 
the prevalence of 
the trashy novel 


| is due, not to the 


fault of the writer, 
but to the reader, 
—that class of 

reader who prefers 

the silvery moon 

to rise on an av- 

erage about three 

times a night, and 

refuses to interest 

himself in any 

character of lower 

social status than 

a marquis, This is 

the sort of person, 

too, for whose ed- 

ification the ma- 

jority of heroines 

are made tall, wil- 

lowy _ creatures, 

blessed with soft 

golden hair, and 

dreamy blue eyes, whilst the hero is invariably over six feet high, 
with a big blonde moustache and a large fortune, 2 commission in 
the Guards, and a face like a Greek god. One correspondent over- 
heard a ‘coster girl remark, “Oh! I never reads a tale without 
there's a dook or a hear! in it." The snobbishness this remark 
betrays is to be found, alas! among the more educated classes, and 
to this snobbishness the trashy novel is due. 

*? 


. 

Sunpay is to have another terror—a serio-comic paper. On 
February 7th, will appear No. 1 of The Free Lance, a paper for all 
people—containing, inter alia, a cartoon, a complete story, a 
seria}, and Jots of funny dramatic and sporting gossip. We are 
sure, from what we know of the promoters, that Zhe ae Lance 
will be worth more than a passing g-lance. A staff of the best 
writers has been engaged, who will make it their business to 
write up to the title. A new novel, entitled, “ That Man Cheedle- 
pump,” by H. T. Johnson (an old pal of The Mossgrown Fabric’s), 
will appear in No. 1. ee 

* 

ALL branches of trade now have their unions, and the professions 
are fast following suit. ALLY hears, upon good authority, that a 
Ballet Girls’ Protection Association is in 
course of formation. It will be under dis- 
tinguished professional patronage, and, 
although we are at present unacquainted 
with its primary objects, it will of course, 
represent the interest of the ballet, the 
members of which it will support in breach 
of promise actions, etc.; whilst it will 
doubtless do its best to see that its protéydes 
are duly provided with broughams, dia- 
monds, sealskin mantles, and other inex- 


peptive lice necessaries without which a 
allet girl's existence would be a compara- 


tive blank, rer 
s 
THE Pelican Club, which at one period 
was one of the most tlourishing institutions 
in London, is now no more, and no one 
regrets the fact more than A. SLOPER. 
The Pelicans were a jolly crew, and knew 
what was what in the matter of enjoyment. 
But, alas! the Fates ordained that their 
existence should be of short duration, 
and so it was, The real reason for the 
sudden climax is not ditticult to surmise. 
Opposition and extravagance were the 
chief causes, Opposition, inasmuch that the 
Club never recovered from the blow it 
received by the opening of the National 
Sporting Club, which robbed it of half its members ; and extra- 
vagance as regards the absurdly big sums offered as prize money 
in pugilistic encounters, which generally ended in a fizzle. 


(Saturaay, January 23, 18°, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING JANUARY 30th, Loy2, 
= 

24th January, 1828.—This night, a party of Rockit. 
entered the nouse of a mau named Cassidy, near Drumkeerin, anu, 
after ordering him to get out of bed stated their determination ., 
be revenged for his having violated their laws by dealing with » 
Protestant, and proceeded to put down a large fire. W hile the fir. 
was kindling, they whipped him with a leather thong, which they 
brought for the purpose, and then declared their intention o/ 
roasting him. However, in the first instauce, they compelled th: 
unfortunate man to swallow ach ee of the tobacco and sei; 
(which they asserted he purchased from a Protestant) as thes 
could get in the house, and used him so inhumanly in othe: 
respects as to cause his death. 


_—$—[—$—<$_$_$$$—$$——— 
25th January, 1222.—The festival of St. Paul is recordig 
under this date in the regu of Henry II]. St. Paul is the Patron 
Saint of the Corporation of London. The old weather prover) 
says :— 
“Tf St. Paul's day be fair and cleare, 

It doth betide a happy yeare ; 

But if by chance it then should raine, 

It will make deare all kinds of graine; 

And if the clouds make darke the skie, 

Then neate and fowles this yeare shall die; 

If blusteriug windes do blow aloft, 

Then wars shall trouble the realme full oft.” 


26th January, 1833,—Raikes says, under this date, “They 
have hired a Frencu covk for the Carlton Club from Paris, wiv 
lived formerly with the Duc d’Escars, premicr maitre dhétel of 
Louis XVIII., aud who probably made that famous té de 
saucissons which killed his master, It was served at breakfast at 
the Tuileries to the King, who with the duke partook so voraciously 
of it, that the former was attacked with a dangerous fit of indiges. 
tion, from which he, with difticulty, recovered, and the latter 
absolutely died from the excess on tue following day.” A French 
journal at the time thus announced the event—“ Hier sa Majesté 
tres Chértienne a été attaquée d'une indigestion, dunt M. le“Duc 
d'Escars est mort le lendemain.” 


27th January, 1736-7,—The commentators upon Shakes- 
peare have had much discussion as to what kind of wine sack was; 
yet it was a living word as late as the first half of the last century, 
The Pennsylvania Gazette of this date, contained the following 
advertisement, “ Very good sack sold by Joseph Wharton at 8. per 
gallon.” This wine, so dear to Sir John Falstaff, was probably 
imported from the Canary Islands, from whence small quantities 
are still brought. It derived its name from having been brought 
from the mountains in goat-skins, or bags, or sacks. 


28th January, 1859.—Charles Farley, the “pantomime 
arranger,” died this day, aged eighty-seven. 


29th January, 1731.—This day, a J ustice of the Peace who 
had challenged « Counsellor employed against him, came to West- 
minster Hall and asked his pardon in open court, and thereby had 
a rule of court, which was issued against him, withdrawn. 


80th January, 1560.—A phenomenon was this da: observed 
in Loudon, called the burning spears, being, perhaps, the earliest 
record of that s ppearance at preseut known by the name of 
“ Aurora Borealis. 


£n itlemoriam. 
Now marriage bells are tuned to sad refrain— 
Death's in our midst—the sad guest's here again, 
Oh, youth is youth that might to manhood rise! 
Oh, youth ia lost in Death and Manhood dies ! 
He the purple might, perchance, uve worn,— 
Young life is lost. and now the nations mourn, 
Sad bells toll ou’—toll out, and all must wail. 
Poor life! poor youth! poor mourned for Avondale 


Chill Death is near. He lays his icy hand 

On those whose aames were welcome to the land. 
Poor Manning! Ay! yet never poor, 

Whoever atood so near glad Heaven's door ! 

Poor Avondale! yet both not poor can be 
Who've solved at last the wondrous mystery. 
“Leaving the old—both worlds at once they view, 
Who stand upon the threshold of the new.’ 


AN APROPOS REJOINDER 

HE said he'd be up at her mother’s in time for an early cup of 
tea, but it was fully eight o'clock when, with rather uncertain gait, 
he did arrive. @ didn’t say much, but his whole countenance 
beamed with the ruddy beam of satisfaction ultra-satistied. 
Clarissa Maude may have noticed it, but, if she did, she didn’t 
rightly interpret it. Dear, sweet, ingenuous, cuddlesome Clarissa: 
he must have been walking fast, and the cold, frosty breeze had 
caught his cheeks, : 

e slithered his arm round her slender wajst, and led her, not 
unwillingly, out into the little garden at the back, with the jasmine 
arbours that abutted on the sad, silent canal, And she—well, she 
felt his manly, protecting arm around her. She didn’t notice the 
cold—frost or ‘ine. it was all the same to her. As the cold grey 
moon emerged from behind a blue black cloud, she turned her 
lovely eyes to heaven, and murmured— . 

“ Arthur—er—dear, isn’t the moon full to-night?” 

He'd been studying for a long time, trying to think of something 
that would illustrate his sobriety. ere was his chance. 

“ Full’s a—(Aic)—tick !" he ejaculated, with a sizzle on the end 
of his tongue like the meeting between the Calais-Douvres’ piston 
rods and a fresh clot of whiting-oil. And the chuckle that he gave 
at his artifice drowned the poor girl's sob. 


A NUTSHELL NOVELETTE. 
CHAPTER I. 

THIRTEEN moons have filled and faded since, one cool evening, 
a nice, clean, well starched young man listened to the tale of woe 
of a bright young maiden outside Charing Cross Station. 

“Oh, sir,” she said, “could you tel! me the real, right time—I 
know all South Eastern clocks are a bit eccentric and not. to be 
relied on—by your eighteen carat ‘Terry and slang’? 1 was to 
have met pa here at seven, and 1'm so afraid we shalt miss the 7.5 
‘rattler’ for Dryfoogle if he isn’t punctual.” 

Then there came the graceful uplifting of the ical | man’s head : 
he unbuttoned his Chesterfieldian overcoat and Jerusha !—the 
rattle of a passing cab, the faintest flash of a cardinal stocking as 
the agile maiden skipped in—and she was gone ! 


CHAPTER JI. 

TIME rolled on and the man had now become a boy—we mean it 
was the first night of the great ballet of Ham, Jam and Glory: 
or, the Galopshus Realms of the Good Fairy Tutti Frutti, at the 
Alhampire. As yet the ‘early doors’ had not been opened, and a 
huge crowd i half across Leicester Square. On the fringe of 
that crowd, with an umbrella in one hand and his shilling in the 
other, was the well starched young man alluded to in our last 
chapter. And, oddly enough, who should accost him at that 
moment but the bright young heroine of the Charing Cross episode. 

“Oh, sir,” she said, “could you tell me the real, right time? 1 
was to have met pa——” 

“That's right, my little petulet,” replied the nice young man, 
grabbing her by her lovely, auriferous ringlets, and feeling in his 
vest pocket for his police-call, “I remember you missing your pa 
the day of the beanfeast at Dryfoogle—what J missed that night 
was an eighteen carat Kendal and Dent, and a chain made of my 
grandmother's hair. You go, now, with this sportsman in blue: 
twat pare for your pa, and if 1 find him you can bet I'l! put 8 
rend cn him!” 
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And considering mt 
Best their figures to express, 
will find it jolly, 
And by experts it is claimed 
We shall want a Dogs’ Le Fullet 
For the Folly herein named ! | 
Still, tailors will, etc. 
age 


A FIRST APPEARANCE. 


Yes, I have done it—fairly done it. 
ock of the neighbourhood, destroyed in one fell swoop the fruit of 
ars of patient cultivation, and lost for ever the only wealthy girl 
And now—now I stand no more chance of 
inning a rich wife than J do of breaking the bank at Monte Carlo 
backing a thirty to one chance for the City and Suburban. 

She, my divinity, my betrothed, my 
n asked to sing at a concert in aid of a Home for | 
yerworked Tramps, or some other equally deserving object, and, 
she had never before sun 
xiety as to the result. 


The pu 


me, 


ned like this, 
bee’ 


pplnud her efforts? would she get an encore? were questions | 
hich agitated her mind by day and cansed her slumbers to be dis- 
rbed by unquieting dreams of untuned pianos, mad accompanists 
But I came to the rescue 


d infuriated and vengeful audiences. 
ith a plan of my own— 
plan which quieted her 
ind and caused her to 
y her tears and actually 
ok forward to the or- 
al with feelings which 
most amounted to con- 
My idea was to .% 
y for the admission of , .% 
number of small boys % 
o the back seats, to 
ibe those youthful pos- 
sora of big boots and 
rse voices to applaud 
bra's songs vigorously. 
was a grand and easily 
brked scheme, and for 
ite ten days preceding 
e concert 1 was busy 
ibing my accomplices, 
d explaining to them 
e precise time aud man- 
r to appland Dora, 
hose green dress I de- 
ribed with a minute- 
pss which | felt assured would at once enable the urchins to | 
When, therefore, two days before the concert 1 
ll a victim to the Influenza, [ felt no shadow of uneasiness 
scheme, and it was, therefore, with 
ingled feelings of perplexity and dismay, that the morning after 
e eutertainment I received a note from Dora, in which she told 
e that the mean and cowardly manner in which I had deceived 
pr, and cast a wet blanket over her first appearance, had con- 
inced her that I was utterly unworthy of the affection which, in 
norance of my true nature, she once felt for me. But the account 
the concert inserted in the local paper cleared up the mystery. 
Miss Milly Tughflat,” ran the report, “ who was tastefully attired 
green, sang two songs, which, alth 
ndered, were received with great applause, especially from the 
cupants of the back seats. 
r efforts were evidently not greatly appreciated by the audience, 
m whom she received but very little encouragement.” 
Then I knew what had happened. Another singer had also 
essed in green, and the boys had applauded the wrong girl. 
me 
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CANINE CLOTHING. 


[Suits of various fashions for pet dogs are now a la mode.) 


On, why should such 
new fashion 

To Humans be con- 
fined? 

Oh, why not show com- 

ssion 

m—say—the canine 
kind? 

Smart clothes, then, let's 


re K canine | 

Why should not dogs 
start wearing 

Cvuat, vest, etceterar ? 


REFRAIN. 
Then tailors will, like 
Leno, say, 

“Walk this way, mad- 
am, walk this way ; 
Of pet dogs’ suits we've 

a fine array— 
Walk this way, madam, | 
walk this way!" 


So, we're glad to sec | 
each lady's 

‘ Now intent on dog- 

aS ie’s dress, 

wh which shade is 


Made myself the laughing | 


in public, the dear girl felt no little | 
she be a success? would they | 


ough but very imperfect’? 


Miss Dora Richfille also sang, but 


“FRIV.” 


THOUGH the soul of Bob Sackett, 
The giddy and gay, 


Weareth Cupid's strait jacket 
For ever and aye, 

Yet, with fervent vagaries 

His fancy so varies, 

He makes to fresh fairies 
Fresh vows ev'ry day! 


Like the love smitten Bobbie 
Of Wyndhan, I, too, 
Have long made it my hobby 
New angels to woo. 
With each “ Friv.” girl delicious, 
Each charmer capricious, 
I’ve long been ambitious 
To bill and to coo! 


But the ways of Bob Sackett 
I've learned to disdain ; 
From my butterfly racket 
I'll henceforth abstain. 
I've discovered the fairest 
Of fays, and the rarest 
(Deny’t, if thou darest !) 
That Earth doth contain; 
So dispelled all my care is 
For Mauds, Mays and Marys— 
My ONE love, | swear, is 
Dear Dora Tremayne! 


WHAT A QUESTION. . 
“| WANT—er—some rouge, please,” eaid a young lady in a chem- 


“Er—yes, miss, 


r—er—what colour, miss?” said the 


istnnt, possibly dazzled by her beanty. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


——- 


PARSONAGE, ALLOA, N.B., January 8th, 1892. 
Dear ALLY,—Many thanks for“ Diploma of F.O.8.," which is 
stuck up ina place of honour. Believe me, 1 wish long life and 
prosperity to your work ; to my mind your paper is most useful. | 
suppose there are some idiots who cannot read between the lines ; 
it is little use trying to operate on them, With every good wish for 
1892, Yours very truly, A.W. CORNELIUS HALLEN, F.O.S, 


9 PRINCE’s STREET, CAVENDISH SQUARE, W., 
January Oth, 1892. 

Dear MR. SLoperR,—Will you allow me to add £1 1s. to your 
“ALLY SLOPER'’S Annual Appeal Fund.” ‘Tis but a mite, but | 
hope you will accept it in the spirit in which it is given. ie., with 
best wishes of Yours truly, T. ROBINSON, 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 97.—HE TRIES F1ZZ.Leria's. 
“Look, mother, look ! here's a cove what's bald!" 
Thus, in an alley, an urchin squalled 
As the Friend of Mankind from his orgies crawled 
To his gay and luxurious diggin’s, 
And SLOPER was stunned by the startling speech, 
And his quivering features began to bleach, 
And, when home he arrived, with a furious screech 
He exclaimed to the genial Higgins— 
“T thought | had locks that were long, long, long ; 
I thought | had curls that were thick, sir; 
I deemed | had hair that was strong, strong, strong. 
Is it true that I'm BALD?) Say quick, sir!" 


The terrible cranch of the Ramrod’s tooth 
Gave infallible proof that the Gore Dved Youth 
Would be eaten alive if he hid the truth; 
So he murmured politely, mildly, 
“Yer as bald as a badger, and ten times worse!" 
Then the Wreck from his desk, with a deep deep curse, 
Drew a bill that was covered with doggerel verse, 
And its contents perua he wildly. 
“If you long for your locks to be long, long, long— 
If you wish your wool to be thick, sir— 
If you want your hair to grow strong, strong, strong— 
Try Fizalepig’s Famed Elixir!" 
Each eve and each morn, till a year had fled, 
Fizzlepizged ALLY his glittering head, 
Until twenty-odd pounds from his purse had sped, 
But the devil a hair had sprouted ! 
So to Fizzlepig went he, with soul on fire, 
And the aged Professor, with fiendish ire, 
He bullied and banged ; but his rage so dire 
Old Fizzlepiz calmly flouted. 
“Your notions, dear SLOPER, are wrong, wrong, wrong ; 
Your arguments make me sick, sir! : 
If you're got any hair to make long, long, long, 
Then with Fizzlepig's Famed Elixir 
There's none upon earth to EOmIpAREs pare, pare ; 
But, since you're as bald ns a brick, sir, 
Pray, how upon earth can your hair, hair, hair 
Be improved by my famed Elixir?” 
ee 


GOING AHEAD. 

OLD Dubbin is one of the failures of our village. The other day, 
when our joker met Robinson, he exclaimed, “ By-the-by, have you 
heard that old Dubbin has got a good job?” “You don’t mean 
that?" said Robinson, with astonishment. “ Yes, indeed! There's 
no donbt he’s a go ahend fellow.” “ He's a what?" gasped Robin- 
son; “what do you mean? What has he dropped into?” “Why, 
he's engaged to walk in front of the steam roller, to go ahead of it— 
seo?” And then, dodging the blow from the other's umbrella, he 
rapidly made his escape. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


\CHRISTMAS APPBHAL 


FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


*° Subscribers of not less than Five Shillings will receive (post- 
free) a Cabinet size Photograph of A, SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED Last WEEK, £135 15s. lad. 

ALLY SLOPER, Esq. (Weekly Donation), £1; WARWICK REYNOLDS, 5s.; 
“BRER MOKO,” £1 1s.; HAROLD D. LONSDALE, 1s.; R.G, KNOWLES, 2s, 6d. ; 
J. MERCHANT, 2s. 64.; EMMA PALLADINO, £1; * ROBIN Hoop,” 18.3; H. TRUMP, 
5s. Lient. WALTER COLF, £1 18.; BEL LORRIMER and WALTER VERNON, F.O.S,, 
53.;G. W. HUNTER, 5s.; BE. A. QUELCH, 58.; EDWARD C. SILVERTHORKE, F.O.S., 
£1;-°G. A. F.” (Hartlepool), 1s. ; “ GUILDFORDONIAN,” 2s, 6d.; “A FINE,” 18; 
“RECTIVE GOOD OLD ANNUAL,” 18.; RICHARD WAKE, £1 1s,; NELLY CAKE, 
2d.; * PROENIX” (Northampton), 1s. éd. 

Making ao total received up to January 15th, 1891—£143 17s. 34d. 


THE RHYMIST TO HIS MUSE. 
My Muse of the frolicsome feet, my Muse of the rollicking tongue 
Ever sunny and smiling and sweet, ever witching and winsome an 


young: 
My Muse, that so often to me hast imparted thy rhythmical lays, 
Let me warble, unaided, to thee! let me “sing thee a song in thy 
raise’! thy shrine! 
Let me bless thee again and again! let me, worshipping, bend at 
For, if aught of affection remain in my heart, it should surely be 
thine! 
My Muse of the multiped song, my Muse of the Music of Mirth 
How sincerely, how oft, and how long thou hast warred with the 
follies of earth! [strain 
With no lachrymose, moody appeal, but with blithe and vivitical 
Thou hast wrought for Humanity’s weal—not in vain, O my muse, 
not in vain! [eyne, 
Ever shyly aloof hast thou stood from the gaze of man’s marvelling 
But thy work upon earth has been good, and a praiseworthy influ- 
ence thine! 
My Muse of the Eye of Good Hope,my Muse of the Heart of Good 
Cheer, [driac fear— 
Say, how oft, when my spirit would mope with a vague hypochon- 
Say, how oft, when in sickness I tossed—say, how oft, when | 
writhed in distress— (caress? 
Has the sense of my trouble been lost in thy gentle, thy healing 
And meseems there be others on earth, in adversity doomed to 
repine, _. (of thine! 
Who have sunk tribulation in mirth,as they chanted wild numbers 
My Muse, ever firm in thy troth, thou hast seen how, again and 
again, 
1 fron mine have recanted, not loth, more material joys to obtain. 
Thon hast wept o'er my versatile mood when toearth-born delights 
I would fly ; ; with a sigh. 
When the sweet seeming siren [ wooed, thou hast bided thy time 
And my loves to Eumenides turned, and Earth's joys took an 
aspect malign, . was thine ! 
Till, re-seeking thy favour, I learned that the gift of true pleasure 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

ALLY’s old ally, Billy of Hohenzollern, some time ago shaved off 
his beard and presented it to his wife. Does he mean exhibiting 
her as the Bearded Lady? 

WE don't know what a “red cent" is, but a halfpenny postage 
stamre is certainly a red cent's worth. oe a ee 

Wuat London street would a superstitious Parisian avoid ‘— 
Morene-gnte Street, 


——S | 


| thrown aside. 


" 
vw 


SLOPER’'S SELECT LIBRARY. 


RICHER THAN GOLD. 
(A TALE OF THE LONE PacIFic.) 
a= : 
CHAPTER VII. 

THE excitement which had been aroused in regard to the fatten- 
ing of the white captive had riseu to fever heat. Even during the 
period while the sup- 
plies afforded by the 


ject of the condition of 

next meeting of the 

had ever been held in 

sion would be come to 

favour of special lines 

vote was distinctly in 

the prisoner, and in fi 

certain amount of 

Took plenty of exercise. 

of exercise, and this, in great measure, retarded the tendency to 

One kind of material the properties of which he had some 

him on a weighing machine, and when the result did not tally 

problem of how to fatten that man ceased to become a mere experi- 
to which all were interested. 
island, and for a time the 
the time, and the Govern- 
and new tomahawks, and 
snuggling through a bill 
could to encourage its con- 
midst. The Conservative 

| 4 cuptive affair. It pointed 
Botanizing. 

weeks, to £23 Ils. 547., and that he had only gained three pounds 


recent deaths of friends 

and relatives were yet 

unexhausted, the sub- 

the white captive still 

was the object of para- 

mouut interest. The 

Agricultural Society 

was looked on as the 

most important that 

its history, and it was 

anticipated that a deci- 

that would be satisfac- 

tory. The meeting was 

held, and as those in 

of feeding had suffered 

very severely at the r, 
previous meeting, the aft 
favour of a liberal, AN, : 
varied and nutritious |, Me 
diet being served to # ‘ata 
order that he might be ,/ 
abie to assimilate it to P| 
the best advantage, 1 a 
liberty was therefore 

accorded him. — 

Frederick Bulstrode took advantage of his liberty to take plenty 
deposit adipose tissue on his bones, He found plenty of matters 
of interest in his island home, and his botanical knowledge enabled 
him to recognize many rare and curious products of the soil. 
knowledge, he carefully collected and used as his chemical know- 
ledge taught him, and when he would come home at night, the 
experts would gather round him aud would feel his riba and weigh 
with their expectations, they would do big sums in arithmetic, and 
would add and subtract and figure up the totals by the rule of 
three, and algebra and geometry, till they were nearly mad. The 

ment in cookery, but had 
resolved itself into a great 
scientific problem, in regard 
Daily bulletins were issued 
by the two native evening 
+, papers published in the 
condition of Bulstrode was 
the all absorbing topic. 
Parliament was sitting at 
ment took the opportunity 
of passing new votes for a 
complete outfit of warpaint 
the Opposition — scareely 
noticed the fact. The 
Government thought of 
to clear off the principal 
chiefs debts while the tur- 
moil lasted, and didall they 
tinuance in order to pass 
the measure, but suddenly 
a bombshell burst in their 
newspapers darkly hinted 
that there was something 
wrong nbout the white 
out that the bill at the lead- 
ing hotel for his board had 
surennd ee, in eighteen 
t 
in weight in that period, while he actually looked thinner. 

To this the Liberal editor replied that the other editor was 

another. Then the Conservative editor demanded that the captive 


| be weighed on an independent weighing machine. The authorities 


objected. Petitions were presented to the Government, and were 

Then the population rose in wrath and threatened 
to wreck the Government bulidings if anew weighing machine were 
not used. The Government at length agreed, and it was found that 
the prisoner had decreased in weight by thirty-six pounds, The 
official scales had been hocussed to conceal the decrease. Tl.» 
Government were asked to resign, but they wouldn't, and appeale:! 
to the country by a general election. The ory Candidates pledged 


Opposition factions. 


themselves to have that white captive ina fit condition for eating 
in six weeks, and were elected to power by an overwhelming 
majority. ; 
(To be continued acat week.) 
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THE “F.O. PORTRAIT GALLERY. AT COVENT GARDEN. ‘ 
he - ; \ Re \~) 


ar 


| 
: 1 i uy) Wh y 
\ No, 232.—IMRE KIRALFY, F.O.S. 
“Imre Kiralfy, whose highly intelligent features the pen of : < P A ; 

{ onr artist has depicted atove although not a member Hr the Fatr Masquerader. And so you're coming to the next dance as a native of the Emerall Isle? What a pity ier: Fite wey Ninel ica 
Worshipful Company, is, undoubtedly, the greatest spectacle ~an’ k the brogue —can't speak Irish. , peeked be sors a ts F 
maker the world possesses. Weighed down as he has been from Te ee : ae e P Cockney Sport. Not me, I'm going to wait till I get 
the time of his baptism with a name, in the selection of which, Mate ditto, Oh, that won't mitter in'the least. You see, Tecan drink it. closer up. 
of course, he did not have a voi t was but natural that our ‘gis eas rT —— ar = cay ae 
hero's early career was not disting ol by its brilliancy, and 
things had indeed come to a desperate point with Imre, when he A GHOST STORY WITH UNEXPECTED ILLUSTRATIONS. 
marle the acquaintance of the late P. T. Barnum, who took him iB s TT 
into his service and employed him for some considerable timeas + 
an understudy to the skeleton dude until such a time as the pegs o. tn 


effects of his former privations began to disappear. It was then 
that Imre, in gratitude to his protector, invented, after many 
thoughtfnl days and sleepless nights, the grand spectacle of 
‘Nero,’ which so astonished London when exhibited at Olympia 
on the occasion of the late lamented showman’s visit here. The 
success achieved by Imre at Addison Road doubtless emboldened 
him to attempt the task of bringing Venice to London, a task 
in which, it must be adinittet by all who have recently visite! 
Olympia, he has succeeled most admirably, and fully provet 
himself worthy of the title of F.O.S. and the * Sloper Award of 
Merit.’ which, chiefly because he's achampion spectacle maker, 
were presented to him December 2Ist. 1889," —Debrett Improred, 


THE HEIGHT OF HER AMBITION. 
Der thoughts are far away from carth—far from the madding 
crowd, 


(1). “* Tell yea shtory, is it? Bogor! Oi ll tell ye the truth! How the divil flew | saints! Murder and Oirish! Foire! Och! it’s the ould gintleman himsilf!”"——(4) 
away wid Mick Mulligun. Shure it happened on tis same noight av the vear,in this | The O' Tabby (to himself). * Bedad ! Oi can't tell what's come to me family, at all at all. 
very house that we're sittin’ in.”"——(2). “Mickey was sittin’ besoide the foire here Shure they firrst shpoil me complixion wid their dhirty peat foire, and thin raise the 
smokin’ his puipe and listenin’ to the wind in the chimney, just loike us, whin sud- divil’s own hullaballoo becase Oj don't shtop up there to be roasted! Fwhat do 
denly he heard a koind av a blood curdlin' shcramblin’ noise comin’ down. Hist ! and they take me fhor to tum'le about in that ondacent manner? Bad cess to ‘em; 
the next minute the great horned divil jumped——"——(3). “Och! Whirroo! Houly Begor ! it’s dhrinkin’ they’ve been at, that’s what itis. Bad scran to'em!" 


DANCING GIRLS. PUFF AND BLOW. HER ASP-IRATION. 


‘ 
antic: 
purri 


A GAY SPARK. 
Awful effect of a visit to the Electric Exhibition. 


Oda tain) tape sed we 


é Fair Amateur. See here, ‘Arrv. 
Canon Drinkwater, Well, my little man, what trade would you made a ‘anglity Cleopatra of me ? 
like to be, eh ? No. 30. ! j “Arrn, The character would be more complete, madam, 
Boy. A passon, zar, and work one day a week. | The girl who has never been out before. | An incurable case. | had you the asp-irate. 


‘Ain't this costume 
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